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anticipated us. Dundee Island? It was walled off by miles of ice.
There was no chance of getting in there.

From Hope Bay we went to Deception Island, where at the
whaling station we dismantled the Polar Star and stowed it once
more in the hold of our base ship. The men working below com-
plained of the many rats. On January 21 we sailed from Deception
for Montevideo, Uruguay, where I had decided to lay up the Wyatt
Ettrp until I could decide about the future.

I was in no frame of mind to make any decision then. All I could
do was think, write a little, and try to plan anew. All I had for two
years of effort were a collection of fossils, of primary interest to
geologists, and the credit of making a few minor geographical dis-
coveries. But that great unknown continent, the fringes of which
Wilkins, Charcot, Riiser-Larsen, and others had seen, had been
denied me. I had seen only known islands and limitless ice.

If Balchen would not do it could I even hope to find a pilot will-
ing to make the flight? At the time I thought not I might come
back year after year, wasting my life and substance in die chase
of a rainbow for its pot of gold. The difficulties seemed insuper-
able; yet always came the memory of icy land and icy sea crowded
with flat-topped bergs, delicately purple at noon, liquid gold when
the sun declined to its midnight position. That mocking beauty
called me back.

Once during the voyage from Snow Hill Island to Montevideo I
spoke to Balchen, expressing regret over our failure.

"You can't buck the weather," he replied.

Balchen had his side of the story. He told Wilkins afterwards
that in the camp on Deception Island, when the five of us were
waiting for the Wyatt Earp's return from Chile, he had made up his
mind that he could not rely on a single man for sufficient assistance
in the event of a forced landing. That was when he began asking
for a third "igp in the plane. He had decided that he would not
attempt the flight with me alone, unless conditions were such that
we could make it non-stop.

Balchen grievously disappointed me, but that has not lessened my
esteem for him. When die following year our radio broke down
and the world did not hear from me for two months, die magazine
Time insinuated that I had deliberately silenced the radio to build